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couldn't even make up his mind whether he wanted
a ship at all.'5

Hanson listened to this with the air of one who
was being reassured in a doubtful enterprise.

" You mistake me, Chief/' he said. " You are
only improving my reasons for going. Not only
is the ship a crank, but so is her skipper. Now
tell me . . ."

Macandrew frowned at his junior, and his
curiously pale eyes became distinctly inhuman.
I believe he thought his counsel was being laughed
at. But the door opened, and he touched
Hanson's arm. A little man of middle age stood
there, who turned, and actually prevented the
doors from swinging together with their usual
announcement of another customer. For only a
moment he raised his downcast eyes to see who
was there, and then nodded sadly to Macandrew.
His drooping moustache conformed to the down-
ward lines of his face, which was that of a man who
had been long observing life with understanding,
and had not a lively opinion of it.

Macandrew's demeanour changed. It was now
mild and almost affectionate as he greeted the
little man. " Come over here, Purdy, and tell us